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CHAPTER I. 
A BIG UNDERTAKING. 


‘*And the fellow stole a million?” 

“Just an even million in bonds and 
securities. ” 

Nick Carter and the Chief of Police of 
the city of New York were sitting in the 
ptivate room of the latter, 

“In securities and bonds,’’ said the de- 
tective, ‘‘then it ought not to be much 
trouble to locate both the thief and the 
property.’? 

‘The strangest part of it all is,’’ said 
the chief, ‘‘that no effort has ever been 
made to negotiate the securities.” 

‘And the robbery occurred about a 
year ago?”?’ 

Hevesi 


The detective walked the floor for a 
moment in deep thought. 

“Tt is a strange case,’’ he said. 

‘The fellow undoubtedly did it for re- 
venge,’? said the chief. ‘‘He was inclined 
to be rather fast while in the employ of 
the firm, and many quarrels were the re- 
sult.”? 

‘Why didn’t they discharge him, in- 
stead of Guamchiig with him? ? asked 
Nick. 

‘The members of the firm are his 
uncles. ”? 

SOho 

“They tried their best to reform the 


boy, Chester Dodge by name, but failed ~ 


utterly, One morning, after a particu- 
larly bitter quarrel, the boy and the se- 


curities were missing.”? 
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‘Can the firm stand such a loss??? 

“Tt could at that time, but cash is 
closer with them now, and they must re- 
cover their property or ge to the wall.’’ 

‘What has been done in the case?’ 
asked Nick. 

“«They 


boy back by means of advertisements, 


have endeavored to coax the 


but nothing has ever come of it.’’ 

“Have they any idea what part of the 
country he is in???’ 

eT have.’ 

‘Well?’ 

“He is in a tough country, and in a 
tough crowd.” 

“Then he must be in New York,’? 


said Nick, with a smile. ‘‘I don’t know 


where you can find a tougher lot of peo- 


ple than right here in New York city.” 
“The Dalton’s are tougher than any 
people you can find here,’ said the 
chief, significantly. 
‘oPhe Daltons,’’ echoed Nick. 
ly he has not joined-them ?? 


‘Sure- 


**1?m afraid he has.’’ 

‘Then the chase will be a merry one, 
and I can kill two birds with one stone, 
as the saying is.”’ 

“*T don’t understand.”’ 

Nick took a letter from his pocket and 
laid it before the chief. 

That gentleman’s éyes opened with as- 
tonishment as he read the missive, and 
handed it back to the detective. 

“So the local officers have given it 
up?’ he asked. 

"(Tt seems so.’ 
“And they want you to go out into the 
-old Cherokee country and run Bob Dal- 
ton, who was supposed to be Hast, and 
his gang to earth ?”? 

“Ves, and, as you see by the letter, 


they offer any aniount of money for the 
service. ”’ 

‘“That depends upon thi$ case,’? was 
the reply. ‘‘How do you know that Ches- 
ter Dodge is with the Dalton gang ?’’ 

‘*He has been seen at Coffeyville, Kan- 
sas, with members of the Dalton crowd, 
and is reported to be one of the toughest 
of the lot.”’ 

“‘Noted for general cussedness, eh?” 

“Ves, even in that country. You may 
imagine what sort of a fellow he is when 
I tell you that, since his flight, it has 
been discovered that he led a double life 
here, and that he was hand and glove 
with the river burglars.”’ 

“Did he leave New York alone???’ 

“That I cannot tell you.”’ 

“*No woman in the case, eh?”’ 

The chief smiled. 

“He had a dozen women here,’’? he 
said, ‘‘for he is, or was, a man of splen- 
did proportions and fine appearance.”’ 

‘(Handsome and a smooth talker, with 
black hair and eyes, and a fine inustache, 
in which he seemed to take special pride?”’ 

SeVies 1? 

“Hands particularly white, small and 
muscular, with a scar on the knuckle of 
the right middle finger ?”’ 

The chief began to open his eyes again. 

‘*Vou are right,’’ he said. 

‘*And on the off side of his double life 
he went with the toughest people he 
could find ?”’ 

“Do you know him?” asked the chief. 

“And one of the toughest he could 
find,’ continued the detective, ‘‘was Mag- 
gie Lynch, better known as Mag the 
Bluffer, because of her love for and reck- 
less playing in all games of chance?”’ 

“T don’t think there is any need of ny 
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telling you any more about the case,” 
said the chief, ‘‘you seem to know more 
about it now than Ido. You must have 
known the fellow well.’’ 

“Like a top,’? said Nick, ‘‘and I could 
pick him out of adozen men with my 
eyes shut.”’ 

‘*Pretty strong,’’ said the chief. 
~ “Tt isa fact,’ replied Nick, ‘‘for the 
his 
speech, and talks very slowly and delib- 


fellow hasa_ slight impediment in 
erately in order to conceal it.”’ 

“To you know the cause of it?’ asked 
the chief. 

“Yes, his tongue was accidently cut 
when he was a boy, and it never grew 
The boys at 
school used to call him Double Tongue.’ 

“You'll do,’’? said the chief. ‘‘When 
are you going to start back with him???’ 


completely together again. 


“Tf he is where you say he is, I can 
have him back here in two or three 
weeks,”? 

‘Well, there are ten thousand dollars 
and expenses waiting for you when you 
get him here,’’ said the chief. 

“‘With the securities ?’’ asked Nick. 

““Of course.’ 

“But he may have destroyed them.’’ 

“‘T think not, because he wants to force 
a settlement with the firm. I understand 
he wants half a million dollars.’’ 

“He might raise that sum on the pa- 
pets.’? 

“Undoubtedly. 


would run a big risk of being caught and 


But by doing so, he 


having the papers taken from him. In 
that case, the firm would recover them at 
Besides, the thief 
wants to make the firm come down in 


a very sinall outlay. 


good shape because he has a spite against 
them.”’ : 


‘All right,’ said Nick. ‘I think I can 
do this job and get another whack at Bob 
Dalton at the same time.’’ 

“Dalton is a tough pill.’’ 

Nick smiled. 

“Decidedly so,’ he said. 

“‘And you, who have been uniformly 
successful here and in other large cities, ~ 
in the 
It is a dangerous 
game to try to effect the capture of that 
noted outlaw now, after what has hap- 
pened to him.”? 


may meet your match out there 
wild and woolly West. 


“And he has a remarkably steady 
hand,’’ mused Nick, ‘Sand don’t make 
much of.a disturbance before he begins 
shooting. Well, I can only do my best.?? 

““There are immense rewards out for 
him,’’ said the chief. 


big haul.’’ 


“You may make a 


‘‘As you see by the letters,’’ said Nick, 
**T can get almost anything I ask, if.I can 
only down the desperate and dangerous 
Bob Dalton.”’ 

‘You may lose your life,’’ suggested 
the chief. 

“T understand that,’’ replied Nick. 

“Well, don’t forget that the main 
point with me is the capture of Chester 
Dodge, and the recovery of the securi- 
ties.”? 

*€All right. 
York with some good pointers regarding 


I mean to start from New 


the fellow.’’ 


In a short time Nick left the office of 
the chief, and proceeded toward Mulberry 
street, which had been one of the loung- 
ing places of the woman known as ‘‘Mag, 
the Bluffer.”’ 

**Nodge went away in good company if 
he took Mag with him,’’ thought the de- 
tective, as he waiked along. 
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It was early in the evening of a bright 
autumn day, and Mulberry street, from 
Park Row to Bleecker street, was crowded 
with all kinds and conditions of people. 

Sauntering along in front of one of the 
evil resorts which used to be a favorite 
place with Maggie Lynch, the detective 
saw Deb Gower, one of the old-time as- 
_ sociates of the girl he was after. 

_ “Hello, Deb,’’ he said, “‘aren’t you 
lost without your chum ?”’ 

“Wot yer givin’ me?’ demanded the 
girl, regarding the detective with a sul- 
len stare. 

Nick, who was well disguised, knew 
all about the woman he was talking to, 
and could have landed her on the island 
in short order, and a word or two was 
- sufficient to cool her down. 

“JT ain’t got no chum,’’ she said, sul- 
lenly, ‘since Mag went away. Chums 
never do the square thing.’’ 

Then she added, with a spice of anger 
~ jn her tone: 

‘Mag didn’t.’? 

“Why ??? 

‘© 9Cause she’s crooked,” said the wo- 
man, fiercely. ‘‘I’d like to get hold of 
her to-night.’’ 

“Why don’t you go and find her?” 
asked the detective. 

“Huh! Find her? She’s out West, 
somewhere.’’ 

‘When did she go?”’ 

The woman eyed the detective sus- 
piciously. 

“Do you want Mag?’ she asked. 

“T want to see her.’’ 

“Then you'll have to go West,’’ was 
the reply. 

‘When did she go?’ repeated the de- 
tective. 


‘About a year ago.”” 

‘Alone???’ 

StNio.”? 

“Who with?” 

‘“‘See here,’ said the woman, ‘‘I’d like 
to know what you’re after.”’ 

“After Mag.”’ 

The woman hesitated. 

“Tt ain’t the square thing to do,’’ she 
said, ‘‘but she played dirt ou me, an’ I'll 
tell. She went away with Knocker Jim.” 

The name was a new one to the detec- 
tive. 

“T don’t know him,’ he said. 

“Oh, he was a gentleman, all right 
enough,’? said Deb, ‘‘with white hands 
and a taste for wine.’’ 

“Black hair and eyes?” 

COVes.?? 

In a very short time Nick satisfied him- 
self that the thief he was in search of had 
gone away in company with Mag. 

But the woman had no idea where the 
couple had gone. 

She only knew that they had gone 
West. 3 

The detective gave Deb a piece of 
money for her information, and went on 
toward Bleecker street. 

As he left the woman a slick-looking 
young fellow, with blear eyes and a dis- 
sipated face, approached her. 

‘‘What did he want to know about 
Mag?’ he asked. 

“Hello, Mud,’’ said the woman. ‘‘Do 
you want her too?’’ 

“No, but I’d like to know -what he 
wants of her.’’ 

“Tf he wants to make trouble for her,”’ 
said Deb, ‘‘I hope he’ll find her. She 
played dirt on me.”’ 

“‘Mud,”? as Deb had called him, left | 
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the woman suddenly, and followed on 
after the detective. 

““Tf he’s after Mag,’’ he muttered, ‘fhe 
means Dodge, and that may spoil all my 
chances for making a settlement.”? 

Nick went on home, and in company 
with Chick, left that night for Coffeyville. 

“Mud’’ saw them take the train, and 
learned from the ticket agent where ‘they 
were going. 

_ That night he kept the wires between 
New York city and Coffeyville busy until 
a late hour. 


po ee 


CHAPTER II. 
A DUEL IN A DARK ROOM. 


On an autumn night, three days later, 

a tallow candle was burning dimly ina 

miserable little log cabin situated in a 

“piece of wooded land not far from Coffey- 
ville, in the State of Kausas. 

_Two men were seated at a rough table 

in the centre of the room. 
One of them was the famous outlaw, 
- Bob Dalton, and the other was Al Holine, 
one of the bandit’s familiars. 

“They were dressed in cowboy attire, 
and were well armed. 

Each had two revolvers in his belt, and 
two Winhester rifles were leaning, with- 
in easy reach, against the table. 

“Anything newin the burg?’ asked 
_ Bob. 

“Nothing.” 

“See Jim?” 

SSNos2” 

The outlaw drummed on the table with 
his fingers for some time before he spoke 
again. 

“The boys are collecting there?’ he 
_ finally asked. 


Sovesin? 


Holme had never been known to utter i 


two words when one would answer the ~ 


plirpose. 
““How many did you see?’’ 
“Six”? 
‘fAll ready for the hold-up?”’ 
‘Ves? rf 


“We can hold up atrain on that road — 
with that many,’’ said the outlaw, ‘‘but — 


it is just as well to have a dozen.” 

‘“T'o9 many to divide with.”?’ 

Bob regarded his companion with a 
scowl. 

“‘You’ve gota great head for making 
money,’’ he said. 3 


5 


“T’m out after money,’’ was the reply. 

There was a short silence, during which 
the robbers listened intently for footsteps 
outside. 


‘“T’oo early yet,’’ said Holme. 


‘They ought to be here as soon as we,’? _ 


said Bob. 


‘*Where’s Grattan and Emmet?’ asked — 


Holine, referring to Bob’s brothers, who 
were also members of the gang, and who 


were expected to take a hand in the train — 


robbery which had been planned. 


**They’ll be here before long,’’ was the 


reply. 

_ At that moment the sound of footsteps 
was heard outside, and thena light knock 
sounded on the door. 


Bob arose and took down a heavy bar 


with which the door was fastened, taking — 


the precaution to first place the light on 
the floor, where its rays were hardly no- 
ticeable. 


There came the soft rustle of a wo- ; 


man’s garments, and then a voice said: 


‘*Mag.”” 
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Bob threw the door open, and the wo- 
man stepped inside. 

‘‘What are you doing here??? demand- 
ed the outlaw. ‘‘It is not safe for you to 
be seen in this part of the country.” 

“‘] caine on business.’” 

The woman glanced toward Holme as 

she spoke. 

Bob inade a motion with He hand, and 
Holme took 


stepped outside. 


up his Winchester and 

Mag was neatly dressed in a riding 
habit, and was decidedly a handsome wo- 
man. 

Her cheeks, tinged with the glow of 
health, were round and smooth, and her 
magnetic eyes were of that deep, brilliant 
blue so fascinating in a woman. 

She threw herself into a chair and cast 
back her cloak, 
well-rounded form. 

The air of the West had agreed with 
her wonderfully. 


revealing a graceful, 


The outlaw gazed at her with admira- 
tion plainly discernible in his expression. 

“You are prettier than ever, Mag,’’ he 
said. 

The woman’s eyes flashed angrily. 
‘This is no time for soft talk,’’ she 
' said. ‘‘There is trouble in the camp.”’ 
 _ “Trouble ?”? 

The outlaw seized his rifle as he spoke. 

“‘Ves, trouble,’’ was the reply. ‘‘Jim 
is playing bad cards.”’ 

“What do you mean?”’ 

“Fe doesn’t mean to divide.” 

Bob laughed grimly. 

“Well see about that,” 
| “After the care we’ve taken of the fel- 


he said. 


z low, he can’t get out of our clutches 
| without leaving a share of the half imii- 
' lion he expects to get from New York. 


hen good-by to the road, and I shal] not 
be sorty.”’ 

The woman drew nearer to the outlaw, 
and looked into his scowling face with a 
smile. 

‘¢A share??? she said. 

‘Ves, ”? 

The woman laid her hand on.the out- 
law’s arm. 

‘Why not all?’ 

Walton stared. 

“I never thought of that,’” he said> 

“Tts only fair,’? continued the woman, 
“You have protected him a whole year. 
and what has he done?”’ 

‘(Played a losing game at poker most- 
ly, and fought right and left with my 
friends.”’ 

“(And now he means to betray you.”’ 

Bob clutched his rifle savagely. 

“If I thought so,’? he growled, ‘‘I’d 
shoot him dead in his tracks before the 
night is out.’’ 

“IT am sure of it,’’ replied the woman. 

‘Tell me about it.’’ 

‘Well, you know ane was here froin 
New York??? 

(Ves, ~ 

“And went away after making arrange- 
ments for the compromise with the own- 
ers of the securities.’ 

‘*T know all this.’’ 

‘And Jim said_he took the securities 
with him.”’ 

“Well, he did. 
his-valise.”’ 

“He did not take them with him to 
New York.”’ 

Dalton grasped his rifle again. 

‘Then I'll have the fellow’s life,’’ he 
said. : 


I saw them packed in 
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“Thatis what he is afraid of,’ said 
Mag. 

“Suspicious, eli ?”? 

‘*Ves; he pretended to send the securi- 
ties away to put you off the ttack.’’ 

“T don’t see why he should do that. 
I’ve always played square.’?. 

“‘Heis afraid you will murder him, 
and thus secure all the compromise 
money.’?’ 

Dalton laughed grimly. 

‘*T never once thought of it,’’ he said. 

**But you think of it now?” 

““And the securities are still here?”’ 

‘oT hey are still here.” 

‘Where ?”? 

‘In his room at Coffeyville.”’ 

Dalton gazed at the woman with ad- 
miration in his eyes. 

‘Say, Mag,’ he said, ‘‘you’re a brick. 
Why can’t we work this thing together? 
And then, when we have the money, 
there’s plenty of places where we can go 
and brace up a bit.” 

Mag extended her hand. 

‘*T’im agreeable,’ she said. 

Dalton looked highly pleased. He had 
long been in love with the woman, and 
now he saw a chance to gain her. 

‘Then it is a bargain,’’ he said, ‘‘but, 
remember, there must be no treachery. I 
ain handy with my gun.”? 

The woman looked away, her eyes 
traveling over the dimly lighted room for 
soime seconds, before replying. 

Perhaps it was just as well for her that 
the outlaw could not see the expression 
on her handsome face. 

“Vou may trust me,’ she said, finally. 

‘Have you any plans?’? asked Bob. 

“Ves,?? was the reply. ‘‘Jim is con- 
stantly in communication by wire with 


Mud in New York, and we must find out 


what they are saying to each other.’? 
“Can you get the dispatches?” 
**T think so.’? 


‘“Then do so at once.’ 


‘When shall I see you again 2 asked 


Mag. 
“Whenever you are ready. 


or at the cave beyond.’’ 
‘‘But the train robbery ? 
away on that mission.’’ 
ee hat will be over in two days.’’ 


One of the — 
men will bring a note to me at this place, i 


You will be | 


“You ought to give it up,’? said the 


woman. 

‘The boys would object.” 

‘*Well, suppose they do? We can he 
out of the country before they find out 


hands on the papers.”? 

“Tt won’t do,’’ said Bob, thoughtfully. 
‘*The train hold-up must go on, and we 
can do the rest while the boys are on 
their drunk.” 

Mag reluctantly consented to the ar- 
rangement, although she wanted the pa- 
pets secured at once. 

As she was about to take her departure, 
Bob stepped toward the door in a listen- 
ing attitude. 

‘“Wait,’? he said. 

‘¢What is itr?’ asked the woman. 

‘There is a-strange noise out there,’? 
was the reply. 


“‘But Holme is there,’’ suggested the | 


girl. ‘You know he went out just after 
I came in.”? 

‘Ves, but that is not Holme”’ 

‘What is the noise like?’ asked Mag. 
*T can hear nothing.”’ 

BABES 
dragged over the ground.”’ 


sounds like something 


being 


‘what is going on, if we can only get our © 
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_ Again the outlaw placed the candle 
in a corner of the room, and again he 
opened the door cautiously. 

Out of the faint light of the night there 
appeared the gleaming barrel of a pistol. 

The outlaw sprang back and tried to 
close the door, but he was not quick 
enough. 

A strength greater than his own was 
urging the door inward, and Bob dropped 
his hand to his belt where his weapons 
were, for there was no time to reach the 
Winchester by the table. 

‘Treachery !?? 

The voice of the outlaw rang out like 
a signal, and the man on the otlier side 
of the door took it for such. 

“Throw up your hands,’’ he said, ‘‘or 
your life is not worth a dime.”’ 

Mag sprang toward the candle and ex- 
tinguished it. Z 

Bob made one more ineffectual effort to 
close the door, and then failing, he 
dropped down in the darkness. 

For an instant the flash of a pistol il- 
luminated the room. 

“Vou are caught, Bob Dalton,’’ shout- 
ed the stranger. ‘‘It is man to man.”’ 

The outlaw made no reply, and there 
was no sound in the place. 

Then the intruder began moving cau- 
tiously over the floor, or at least a sound 
like the cautious movement of a man 
reachied the ears of the frightened robber, 

Guided by the sound, he took careful 
aim aud fired: 

Again the room was illuminated for an 
instant. 

Bob looked toward the place from 
which the noise had seemed to come, and 
saw that there was no one thiere. 

At that instant another report rang out, 
and Bob felt the sharp pain of a bullet 
wound in one arm. 

“Come out in the pen!’ shouted the 
robber. 

Nick made no reply. 


He was watch- 
ing every move. : 


Presently there came a rtsh of feet on 
the outside, and then the clamor of voices 
penetrated the dark room. 

“What is it, Bob?’ 

Bob sprang to his feet. 

With his men about him, he was: al- 
ways brave. 

‘Treachery !?? he shouted. ‘Surround 
the Capees and let no one pass, on your 
lives.’ 

The outlaws did as requested, and then 
another silence followed. 

There was a cat-like spring, andthen a 
volley of shots from the outside. Bob 
hastened out. 

‘‘He passed me,” said Holme, ‘‘and is 
hiding there in the bushes.”’ 

‘“‘Who is it?’ thundered the chief rob- 
ber. ‘fA thousand dollars to the man 
who brings him down.”’ 

There was no moon, but the stars were 
shining, and by their uncertain light the 
men saw a figure crouching behind a 
clump of bushes not far away. 

“Surround him, and shoot to kill,” 
roared Bob. 

The men spread out to obey his bid- 
ding, and then Mag drew near to Dalton. 

‘~The fellow, whoever it is,’’ she said, 
‘(followed me from the village. I thought 
I heard footsteps more than once.’’ 

‘Vou should have told me,’’ said Bob. 

“T thought the fellow was after me, 
not you,’’ was the reply. ‘You have him 
now, at all events.”’ 

“T am not so sure about that.”’ 

In the meantime the robbers, a half 
dozen of whom had reached the cottage 
during the conversation between Bob and 
the woman, were closing in on the 
thicket. 

‘(Have you any idea who it is?’’ asked 
Mag. 

Bob shook his head. 

‘He's nervy, whoever he is,’’ he said, 
“and in another moment it would have 
been his life or mine.”’ 
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The woman drew nearer, and whispered 
one word: 

Scapa? 

‘*T don’t believe it.’’ 

- Presently there came the sharp crack 
of a revolver from the outside of the fast 
natrowing cirele around the thicket, and 
then all was confusion. 

Some of tlie men turned to face thie 
new enemy, while others bounded toward 
the thicket. 

Three or four of them fired, and when 
the smoke rose there was none under the 
bushes where the figure had crouched a 
moment before. 

There was another shot from the woods 
on the right, and then all was still. 

The robbers stood looking at the va- 
cant spot in ainazement. 

‘After them,’’? shouted Bob. 
stand there.”’ 

The robbers darted into the woods, but 
they could see only for a short distance 
ahead of them, and the search was a failure. 

They turned back toward the cabin, 
and at that instant two men met ina 
heavy thicket only a few rods away. 

‘Are you there, Chick ?”’ 

Ves; are you hurt? 

“No,’? replied Nick, “but I had a 
mighty close call. Those fellows shoot 
wild, but they shoot quick enough to 
make up for it.’? 

‘‘We have given them a good scare,’’ 
said Chick. 

“Tn another moment,’’ said Nick, ok 
would have had Bob Dalton by the 
throat.”’ 

As the detectives started away, a long, 
low sound came to their startled ears. 

They listened a moment, and then Nick 
said : 

‘“T hey have dogs, and are putting them 
on our track. Keep close to me and hold 
your gun ready.’’ 

In a moment the dogs were in full cry. 


“Don’t 


CHAPTER III. 
AN EMPTY TIN BOX, 


On that same autumn night, two hours © 
after the happenings related in the last 
chapter, Chester Dodge, better known as — 
“Jim the Knocker,’? sat alone in his 
room at Coffeyville. 

But for the evil expression in his face, 
he would have been a very handsome — 
man. 

He was dressed in the typical Western 
costume, and looked every inch a ‘‘cattle 
puncher’’ who had been having a streak 
of luck, for his garments, although made 
in Western style, were well made and of 
costly material. | 

On the table before him was a tin box 
which had just been emptied of a mass of 
carefully folded papers. 

They were the securities which had 
been stolen from the New York business 
house. 

Jim chuckled at the sight of them. 

“Tt is a good thing Dalton understands 
that these documents were taken back to 
New York by Mud,’’ he muttered, ‘‘for 
the villain is becoming suspicious, and he 
might have taken a notion to put me out 
of the way and take possession of thei 
himself. Then, I don’t like the way Mag 
is acting.’? 

After examining the papers, he re- 
turned them to the box and drew outa 
number of telegrams. 

‘Tq give the interest on those beauties 
in the box,’? he muttered, ‘‘to know just 
who it was that was asking for Mag, and 
who those two men are who started for 
this place the same night they got track 
of her through Deb.” 

The telegrams were from Mud, and re- 
lated the circumstances of the detective’s 
talk with the woman on Mulberry street. 

‘The firm don’t talk settlement very 
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fast,’? continued the thief, ‘‘and that’s 
what makes me think there’s something 
up. Perhaps they expect the officers to 
get the papers for them, and so save 

them half a million dollars. 
who left New York that night are prob- 
ably detectives.’ 

While the fellow mused a knock came 
on his door. 

Hastily secreting the box and its con- 
tents he opened the. door a trifle and 
asked; 

‘¢VWho’s there?” 

‘Mag.’ 

Jim opened the door and the woman 
entered. 

You are up late,’ she said. 


‘The same might be said of you, my. 


girl.”’ 

‘sJ have been out on business.”’ 

‘Business? Where??? 

‘To the cottage.”’ 

- +&This time of night and alone?”’ asked 
jim in surprise. 

The girl laughed bitterly. 

“Who would harm me?’ pie asked. 

‘«The men you went to see. 
“Jealous as ever, Jim?’ said the girl, 
with a touch of scorn in her musical 
voice. 

For a moment Jim made no reply. 
‘What was your business?’’ he finally 
_ asked. 

_ “YT carried a message, and came very 
neat getting my head shot 5 ”) was the 
reply. 
E ‘¢Vour head shot off,’’ exclaimed Jim, 
- and by whom ??’ 
‘(Men who are after the Daltons.”’ 
“Who were they ?”’ 
~“That’s what I’d like to know. It 
seems they followed me from town for 
the purpose of killing Bob Dalton, and 
| they would have succeeded only for the 
| timely arrival of the others.”’ 
| ‘Things are getting mixed,” said Jim. 
Jt is about time for us to quit the Dal- 
tons.”’ 


The men 


“TY think as much,’’ replied the wo- 
man. 

‘‘T am most ready,’ said Jim. 

“Do you hear favorable news from 
New Vork?”’ asked the woman. 

“No. 12) 

“(What do you hear??? 

“Nothing.’? 

Mag looked in the fellow’s face and 
knew that he was lying to her. 

‘Why are you most ready to leave 
then??? she asked. 

“I’m going to New York to see about 
the matter myself,’ was the reply, ‘‘and 
I will ecad for you wines I get the 
money.’ 

Again the woman knew he was lying. 

‘*T did well to plot with Bob Dalton,’’ 
she thought, ‘‘for Jim means to receive 
the money after he gets to~New York, 
and leave me here.’ 

‘Where are the papers?’’ she asked. 

Jim glanced at her suspiciously. 

“Vou know they were sent to New 
York,’ he said. ‘‘But tell me about the 
affair at the cottage.” 

Mag explained briefly. 

“And the dogs?’ asked Jim, anxious- 
Jy, after she had concluded. ‘‘Did they 
discover nothing?” : 

“‘No,’? was the reply, “they were 
found dead.”’ 

“Dead ?”? 

‘*Ves, shot through me body.”’ 

“Tt is very strange.’ 

“Vou may well say that,’? was the re- 
ply. 

But Jim was not thinking of the affair 
at the cottage. 

He was thinking of the two men who 
had suddenly left New York for the West 
a few nights before. 

“Tf they should be after me,” he 
thought, ‘‘there is danger ahead, and 
they may be, for there is no knowing 
what fool scheme Mud has gone into.”” 

He involuntarily glanced around to the 
place where the papers were concealed. 


The woman noticed a movement, and 
became suspicious at once. 

‘“‘What are you looking at?’ she asked, 
angrily. 

“Nothing.” 

But the keen eyes of the girl had 
caught sight of the bright tin of the box 
under the counterpane of the bed.’’ 

“Tf J have any luck to-night,’’ she 
thought, ‘‘1’ll have that box in my pos- 
session in the morning. What a fool I 
was.to tell Dalton what I did.”’ 

Had Jim known of her discovery she 
would never have left the room alive, 
but he did not know. 

“These men, then,’? said Jim, ‘‘must 
be officers after the Dalton gang. Don’t 
go there any more.”’ 

Mag was not deceived by his presented 
anxiety for her safety. 

She knew that nothing would please 
him better than her death. 

“But Dll be even with him,’’ she 
thought. e 

In a short time she arose to depart. 

Jim went. with her tothe door, and 
smiled as he closed it behind her back. 

‘*J’]] soon be rid of you,”’ he thought. 

The woman, who was posing as Jim’s 
sister in the house, followed a diin pass- 
age to a room inthe rear part of the 
house. 


As she passed a closet opening on the 
hall, she detected the sound of smothered 
breathing. 

‘““There is some one in there,’’ she 
thought, sees: that someone has been 
watching me.’ 

She stepped into her room, listening 
intently all the time, lita lamp, exam- 
ined her revolver, and went back to the 
closet. 3 

The door was ajar, but there was none 
inside, 

As she turned to leave the place she 
heard a slight noise at the other end of 
the passage, the end nearest Jim’s door. 

Her idea was that Dalton had followed 
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- one of them may be killed.” 


her into the village, and was in the house if 
for the purpose of securing the securities. | 

“Tet him work it alone,” she thought. 
‘¢He will not be able to find the box, and 


Mag wanted to secure the valuable pa- 
pers for herself, in 

Had this not been the case, she would ~ 
have made an effort to find the man she © 
believed to be hiding at the end of the ~ 
passage. 

She entered her room and closed the | 
door, but did not retire forthe night. She 
was determined to await the Outcome. of — 
the encounter. 

‘As soon as her door was closed the fig- — 
re of a man advanced from the shadows 
at the wall, and moved up to the door of 
the room occupied by Jim. 

The fellow was still astir. | 

Nick, who had but recently returned — 
from the cottage, retreated to his corner — 
and waited. | 

In half an hour all was still in the | 
room, and then the detective crept up to | 
the door again and inserted a skeleton | 
key. 

The bolt shot back ina moment, and | 
Nick opened the door and entered, listen-_ 
ing as he did so. 


Jim was sound asleep. ; 
Nick advanced to the side of the bed — 
and placed a handkerchief, which he sat- i 
urated with chloroform, to his nostrils. | 
There was a momentary struggle as the | 
fellow felt the lack of air, and then he | 
lay back on the bed unconscious. 4 
Then the detective turned back the | 
slide of his lantern and looked about the 
room. 4 
He searched in every possible place for ; 
the box containing the securities, but did k 
not find it. xe 
“Tt must be here,’? he muttered, ‘‘for 
the woman could have had no object in Wi 
telling a lie to Dalton in regard to it. 
At last Jim moved convulsively on the | 


‘bed, and the clothing was disarranged. 
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Then Nick saw something bright shin- 
ing froin the bed. 

He approached and seized it. 

It was the tin box. 

Before the detective could examine the 
contents of the box he heard a hand laid 
on the knob of the door, which he had 
closed and locked. 

He waited a moment, and then moved 
toward the door, with the box in his 
hand. 

Fresently a key grated in the lock, and 
the door swung open. 

Nick stepped behind the door and saw 
aman pass intothe room, leaving the 
door open behind him. : 

The detective crept out into the hall 
and started down stairs, having no doubt 


that he had captured the securities. 
S6Now I’ve got to catch Dalton,’’ he 


thought, ‘‘and then my mission will be 
ended, for I can lay my hand on Jim at 
any time.” 

Half-way down the stairs he stopped. 

The thought that had occurred to the 

“woman entered ‘his mind. 

It was Bob Dalton who had entered 
the room for the purpose of stealing the 
securities! 

‘<T nay be able to take him now,’’ he 
thought. 

He went back to the head of the stairs 
and listened. 

Yes, some one was searching the room. 

Nick placed the box containing a mil- 
lion dollars’ worth of property under his 
coat aud walked softly up to the door. 

Then he reflected that he could not 
keep it there during the fight which was 

likely to take place. 

He must find a place to hide it or aban- 
don the attempt to make the arrest then. 
He thought of taking it to his room, but 
was afraid to remain away long enough to 
- do so. 

He walked along the passage until he 
came to the closet where he had secreted 


himself earlier in the night and which | 
the woman had inspected. 

After feeling around in the little place 
he placed the precious box on thie floor 
under a pile of clothing and went back to 
the door of of Jim’s room. 

“Tf J had Chick here,’? he thought, zi 
“this would be an easy job.”? 

As he glided into the room the woman 
passec from the rear end of the hall, 
where she had been watching, aud en- 
tered the closet. 

It was, of course, too dark for Nick to 
see her, and he heard nothing, so he went 
on into the room. nee 

In a moment Mag left the closet and 
returned to her room, with the tin box in 
her hand. 

Five minutes passed, and then she 
again made her appearance in the hall, 
still with the box in her hand. ; 

But she did not reach the closet, 

The sound of astruggle in the front 
room attracted her attention, and she 
placed the box on the floor of the hall 
and hastened back to her own room, leav- 
ing the door open in order that she 
might hear if not see what was going on. 

The sounds of the struggle continued 
and then several dark forms passed up 
the stairs to the room and went in. 

Then a pistol shot rang out and there 
was a tush of feet toward the stairs. 

‘‘Seize him!?? 

‘‘It is impossible!”’ 

A string of oaths in Bob Dalton’s voice 
followed this reply and then there was’ a 
heavy fall. 

Lights now flashed up in the lower 
part of the house and the whispering of 
many voices was heard. 

Presently a sash was raised in the room 
which was the scene of conflict and then 
men were heard leaping to the ground. 

A shot was heard on the outside of the 
hotel and then came the rapid beat of 
horses’ feet. 

Nick staggered to his feet with the 
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blood running from a slight wound on 
his head. 

For the second time that night the 
Dalton gang had proved too much for the 
detective. 

But then they were five or six to one 
every time. 


The upper hall was filled with an ex- 


cited crowd by this time and one of the 
bystanders saw the tin box and picked it 

up. 
~ It was empty. 

The securities were gone. . 

Nick thought fast for a moment, but it 
never occurred tu him that Mag had taken 
the box from the closet and removed its 
contents. 

He believed that some of the men who 
had come to the assistance of his first an- 
tagonist had been stationed in the hall 
while he was busy searching the room 
and had seen him secrete it. 

Tn that case the securities were then in 
the hands of the outlaws. 

The proprietor of the hotel now rushed 
upstairs all danger being over and seized 
the first man he came to. 

‘“What is all this racket about?’ he 
demanded. 

The fellow explained that he had heard 
the sound of a struggle upstairs and had 
hastened up. 

‘The house has been robbed,’ said an- 
other man. 

The landlord hastened into the room 
occupied by Jim and found him lying un- 
conscious on the bed. 

“Tt must have been the Daltons,’’ he 
said, uttering the first thought that came 
into his head, ‘‘although I never before 
heard of their using drugs when they had 
their guns with them.’ 

Restoratives were applied, 
soon opened his eyes. 

He gazed around in a dazed way fora 
moment, and then placed his hand under 
the bedclothes to see if the tin box was 
safe. 


and Jim 


Finding it gone, he sprang up with an 
oath, and threw himself upon the land- 
lord. 

‘“My box,’’ he gasped. ‘‘‘Whtere is it?” 

The landlord pointed to the empty tiu 
box now lying on the floor, and Nick 
drew nearer to observe the fellow. 

Jim’s rage was frightful to see. 

One after another, he accused every 
person present of having robbed him, and 
offered fabulous sums for the return of 
the contents of the box. 

Chick soon made his appearance, and 
the two detectives went to their room, 
where Nick related all that had occurred. 

**I should have called you,’ said Nick, 
“‘but I had no idea of meeting Bob Dal- 
ton twice in one night, and in a dark 
toom each time.?? 

“You might at least have taken the 
box to the rooin,’’ said Chick. 

“The securities are gone,’’ said Nick, 
‘‘and there is no help for it. We must 
get them again, that’s all.” 


— 


CHAPTER IV. 

FACE TO FACE WITH BOB DALTON, 

“Then the securities are beyond our 
teach ??? 

“T think so.” 

““Tf I knew Eastern cities as well as I 
know these reddish buttes, these streaks 
of dark prairie land, and the green cane 
in the valleys,’? said Bob Dalton, point- 
ing away with his whip toward the coun- 
try to the south and west, ‘‘I should not 
give up the search.”’ 

The outlaw and a dozen or more of his 
men, including his two brothers, Grattan 
and Emmet, were encamped in a quiet 
valley in the old Indian country, a num- 
ber of miles from the Kansas line. 

It was the afternoon of the day follow- 
ing the encounter at the hotel, and Mag, 
notified by a messenger of the where- 
abouts of the camp of the robbers, had 
ridden out in response to a request, nay. 
almost a command, from Bob Dalton. 
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“(T want to know more about that affair 
last night,’’ said the outlaw, as, in com- 
pany with the woman, he rode away from 
the camp aiid sought the shelter of a piece 
of woods to the north of the spot where 
the members of the gang lay smoking and 
drinking in the sunshine. 

“There is very little to tell,’ said the 
woman. ‘‘I heard a noise and stepped out 
into the hall, but the fight was over then, 
and you had disappeared. I was not sure 
it was you at that time.”? 

“‘But these two men—these detectives 
from New York, as you are pleased to 


call then—where were they when you en- 
tered the hall?” 


“They stood before the door of Jim’s 
rooi.”’ 

Well ip)? 

‘They soou weut away, and I have not 
seen them since.”’ 

‘CAre they still at the hotel?’’ 

**One of them was when I left.”’ 

**And the other ?”’ 

‘<Procured the fastest horse in the place 
and left early thismorning. But I thought 
you were uot to .get the securities until 
after the hold up!” 

“Never mind that now. 
did he go?”’ “ 

“He started west, but that does not 
prove that he continued in that direction 
after leaving the village.”’ 

Dalton maintained a sullen silence for 
some moments. 


Which way 


“There is something mighty strange 
about it,’? he exclaimed at length. 
“Where is Jim?” 

The woman looked up with a smile. 
She was wondering if Bob meant to leave 
her in the lurch. 

*‘He is gunning for Bob Dalton,’’ she 
said, keeping her bright eyes fixed on 
those of the outlaw. 

‘*What ??? 

Dalton seemed to be terribly enraged. 

“He thinks you got the contents of the 
Z _ box,” continued the woman. 


“How does he know that I was there?” 
asked Bob. 

“Oh, they all say that it was the Dal- 
tons who kicked up the row there last 
night.” 

‘hey lay everything to the Daltons,”’ 
said Bob, with an oath, ‘‘and the day 
will come when they will regret it.”’ 

“All the revenge in the world will 
never give you another chance at a mil- 
lion dollars,’? said the woman. ‘‘You 
ought to have told me you were after 
thenrwincs 

‘*Vou seem to like to talk about that,”’ 
said Bob, angrily. ‘‘I don’t believe the 
securities were stolen at all.”’ 

‘Why 2??? 

‘*It is a trick of Jim’s to put us off the 
track.”? moss 

‘‘But we are supposed to believe that 
they had been sent to New York. He 
does not say now what it was that was 
stolen, hut we can guess.’’ 

‘‘Well, he probably became suspicious, 
and thought of this plan to make a sure 
thing. He lied about sending them to 
New York, and he lies about being robbed 
of anything of value, for I got nothing.”’ 

The woman smiled, but said nothing. 

She was well satisfied with the shape 
things were in. 

The million dollars worth of papers 
were safely packed away in her dress. © 

Jim believed Dalton had taken them. 

Dalton thought Jim still had them, for 
he did not believe the story about New 
York detectives being on the ground, not- 
withstanding his recent peril. 

Just as soon as she could get away froin 
Dalton without creating suspicion, Mag 
intended to leave the country and so put 
herself out of the reach of the outlaws 
forever. 

She knew, however, that she must not 
go away too soon after the disappearance 
of the papers, for she was afraid of Bob 
Dalton, and knew that he would follow 
her to the ends of the earth in order to 


\ 


NICK CARER WEEKLY. 16 
by Nick 


secure a share of the money the papers 
would bring. 

She bitterly regretted telling him the 
securities had not been sent to New York, 
but were still in Jim’s room. 

But then, at the time of the conference 
at the cottagé on the night of Nick Car- 
ter’s appearance there she had no idea 
that she would be able to get the papers 
into her own hands without the assistance 
of the outlaw, and she had no idea that 
Dalton would try to get them without her 
knowledge. 

She was heartily tired of Jim, and 
wanited to get rid of him. 

“Tt would be a blessed thing,’ she 
thought, riding along there in the sun- 
shine by Bob Dalton’s side, “if Dalton 
and Jim should meet in the temper they 
ate now in, for they would both be 
killed.*’ 

“T have a long score to settle with your 
friend jim,’’ said Bob in a moment. 

The woman looked up angrily. 

““My friend!” she repeated. 

“Ves, your friend,’ said Bok. ‘‘I pro- 
tected him when he came here to escape 
the consequences of his crime in New 
York, and staid by him when I might 
have got a good deal of money for turn- 
ing him over to the officers. See how he 
pays me back,’’ added Bob, forgetting his 
own treachery. 

**T don’t care how soon you settle with 
him,’’ said the woman. 

“You will be saying that of meina 
few years,’’ said Bob, looking into the 
woman’s face tenderly. 

Mag turned away. 

A few years! Shecould hardly bear his 
presence for a few hours! 

“You arein a bad mood to-day,’’ she 
said, facing him again, ‘‘and I may as 
well return to Coffeyville.’ 

The couple were so busy talking that 
neither of them noticed the horseman in 
the edge of tlle woods. 

Without even suspecting the fact, Mag 


had been followed from town 
Carter, who now sat on his horse regard- 
ing the couple intently. 


A short distance to the south were the : ‘ 


outlaws, playing cards and drinking and 
sinoking. 

Nick was waiting 
ride away. 

He believed that the robber had the 
papets he wauted in his possession, and 
he had decided upona bold plan to secure 
both the outlaw and the papers. 

Presently the robber turned his: horse 
toward the woods. 


for the woman to 


**Come,’? he said, ‘‘I’ll ride with you a 
short distance.’’ 

Nick drew away into the thicket which 
extended for some distance on the right, 


and stood patting his horse to keep him 


still. 

‘The detective had left town very early 
in the morning, but proceeded but a short 
distance before he stopped and waited for 
some effort to be made to establish com- 
munication between the outlaws and the 
friends of the gang in the town. 

He knew thatthe outlaws had gone 
south, and so it was on the south side of 
Coffeyville that he drew rein. 

He had not been in hiding long when 
a man, riding hard, Based him, going 
north. 

He had no doubt that this was the 
inessenget, and waited patiently for his 
return. 

But in his place came the woman. 

Following her, he had reached the 
woods fron which the camp: of the out- 
laws was plainly discernible, 


““They are sharp,’’ he thought, paving 


down at thecamp. ‘An officer might 
creep upon them unawares here, but 
there, in the open plain, never, Bob Dal- 
ton is as cunuing asa fox.” 


“Within a day or two,’’ said Dalton, 


as they rode along, ‘‘we shall hold upa 
tichly-laden train on the Sante Fe road, 


a 
— 
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and then there is nothing to prevent our 
getting out of the country.” 

Mag shuddered. 

“Where do you 
asked. : 

‘(No the Pacific coast—and at once.”’ 

Matters were coming toa head faster 
than was agreeable to the scheming wo- 
man. 

She wauted Dalton to kill Jiin before 
his own life was ended. 

Then a sudden idea came to her. 

‘J want to see a genuine hold-up,’’ she 
said. ‘‘Let ine know which train to take, 
and I?ll be on the ground.”’ 

A savage light blazed in the outiaw’s 
eyes. 

‘‘VYou are in earnest,’’ he asked. 

SNe ST. : 

“But there is danger.”’ 

‘There cau be uo danger for me when 
you are near.’’ 

Bob smiled, and laid his hand on the 
atm of his companion. 

“You are right there,’* he said. ‘‘But 
there may be danger for some one else 2 

‘Bor Jim, for instance?” 

“Just what I was thinking of,” said 
Bob. ‘‘Can you get him on the train? He 
is not posted in regard to this hold-up.” 

“Certainly. He does not suspect me.”’ 

“Then I will post you,’’ said Bob, 
grimly. ‘‘It will be an excellent chance 
to settle with that traitor.’ 

‘¢Shall you be masked ?”’ asked the wo- 
man. 

6¢Ves,? 

‘Then you must tell me how to recog- 
nize you.”’ 

“T shall wear a red ribbon on my right 
sleeve. It is the way the boys recognize 
their leader.”’ 

The fellow spoke with some pride. 

‘Very well.’’ 

The wonian’s face had grown ghastly 
pale. 

Here was the chance she sought. 

“It shall not be my fault,’’ she thought, 


mean to go??? she 


‘Gif you ever leave the scene of the rob- 

bery alive. But you must kill Jim first.’ 
After riding into the woods for some 

distance;the outlaw drew up. 

“I can go no further,” he said. ‘‘Ride 
on and I will remain here until you are 
well on your way.’’ 

‘There is no danger.’?’ 

Bob shrugged his shoulders. 

“There’s always danger,’’ he said. 

The woman rode on, and Bob sat wait~ 
ing, never seeing the dark figure which 
glided after her, turned back when. she 
was-well out of the woods, and advanced 
toward him. 

In a moment Bob heard the neigh of a 
horse in the thicket at his right. 

He started and faced in that direction, 
laying his hand on his weapon as he did 
so. 

“Throw up your hands, Bob Dalton.” 

The outlaw found himself looking 
down the shining barrel of a huge revol- 
ver. 

His hands dropped to his side. He was 
not to be taken so easily. 

“Tp,’? said the detective, coolly. ‘‘One 
move and you are a dead man.”’ 

he robber’s hands went up above his 
head. 

‘What does this mean ?”’ he demanded. 

“Tt means that the boss robber is caught 
at last,’? said Nick. ‘‘How do you like 
to take your own medicine ?”’ 

Bob turned his angry eyes in the direc- 
tion of the camp. 

“There is no help there,’’ said Nick, 
coolly. ‘‘You are captured at last.” 

Bob’s face flushed and he uttered a 
frightful oath. 

“Give me a fair chance,’’ he said, ‘‘and 
T’ll show you who is the prisoner!” 

Nick turned toward his nervy captive. 
“T shall have to tie you,’’ he said, ‘* 
order that we may remain good friends 
and uot harm each other during our long 

ride.’ 

There was a crackling of the bushes in 
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the thicket, and for a single instant Nick 
glanced that way. 

It was the messenger returning to the 
caip. 

The next instant a bullet whistled past 
the detective’s head. 

Nick saw that Bob had his gun out, 
and dashed away. z 

Circling here and there on his horse to 
avoid their shots, and returniug the fire 
with interest, Nick made his way out of 
the woods. Butthe firing had aroused 
the camp, and adozen men were on the 
track of the detective. 

At the edge of the clearing his horse 
: fell, shot through the heart. 


Pe ———— 


CHAPTER V. 
CHICK ‘STAKES’? MAGGIE TO A ‘‘STACK.”? 


When Mag reached Coffeyville it was 
quite late, and the lamps which served to 
illuminate the various business places of 
the town had long been lighted. 

She had heard the firing after leaving 
Bob in the thicket, but had only driven 
the faster. 

Now that she had no further use for 
the Daltons, she did not care how soon 
they were exterminated. 

The first thing to attract the woman’s 
attention after reaching the town was an 
unusually large and disorderly crowd in 
the main street. 

“What's up??? she asked of the man 
who came out of the hotel stable to take 
charge of her horse. 

‘eThere’s enough up,’’ said the fellow, 
eruffly. ‘“There’s a bad crowd here from 
the Cherokee country, and all the cow- 
boys within a hundred miles are here.’’ 

**Noisy, aren’t they ?”’ 

‘‘T should say so. You'll hear shoot- 
ing before morning.’? 

‘‘Well, it won’t disturb me,’ said the 
woman. 

‘*You don’t. know that,’’ said the fel- 


i7 


low. ‘‘Theyv’e taken charge of the whisky 
room, and they’ve got a game running 
there. It will be the ruin of the house, 
for the boss tries to run the whisky room 
on the quiet.” 

Mag turned toward the house. 

Then she hesitated a moment and 
walked back. 

‘What kind of a game??’ she asked. 

‘“Hey rue 

‘““What kind of a game have they gotin 
the whisky room, stupid ?”’ 

“*Faro.”’ 

The woman went into the hotel. 

“Y’d like to play a few stacks,’’ she 
thought, ‘but I suppose it won’t do.’’ 

As she passed through the door Chick 
left the porch, where he had been stand- 
ing during the brief conversation, and 


went up to his room. 


Here he changed his clothes, and when 


he left the room he resembled a very gay 
rustler from the Cherokee country. 
His hair fell to his shoulders, and he 


sported a very handsome black mustache. , 
IN 


The young detetctive looked decidedly 
handsome in the rig. 


“Unless Maggie the Bluffer has change3 - 


ereatly since leaving New York,’’ Chick 
thought, ‘‘she will not be able to keep 
away from the faro layout. She used to 
play a hard game, and will want to do so 
again. Well, I’ll be there to see her.”’ 

The detective slipped out of the hotel 
without being seen, and, after walking 
around a few moments, walked boldly in- 
to the office and asked for a room. 

The landlord eyed him critically and 
pushed out the blotted and torn register. 

“T ouess the whole gang is here to- 
night,’? he said. 5 

“*Vou bet.’? 
. Chick wrote, in a scrawling hand, 
“Three Jacks Cherokee,’’ on the dirty 
page.and shoved the book back. 

“That’s a strange name,’’ said the 
landlord. 
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“It’s good enough for me,’’ said Chick, 
teaching down after his revolver. 

The landlord hastened to apologize. 

“No offense,’’ he said trying to smile. 
“Step into the back room an’ takea 
snifter with me.” 

“Tt’s all right, pard,’’ said Chick, ‘‘but 
you’ve been in this country long enough 
to know better than to make remarks 
about a man’s name, whatever it is.’’ 

The detective and the landlord walked 
into the whisky room together, and were 
soon drinking as villainous whisky as 
ever poisoned a man. 

At least, the landlord was drinking. 
Chick managed to spill most of his on the 


floor. 


“Don’t throw it away, pard,’’ said a 


- heavily bearded fellow who was standing 


by Chick’s side. ‘‘If you’ve got more 
than you want, give it to me.”’ 

The detective pointed toward thie bot- 
tle. 

“Help yourself,’ he said. 

The landlord went away, and_ left 
Chick talking with his new-found ac- 
quaintance. 

The detective knew very little of the 
Cherokee country, but he managed to get 
a good deal of information from the fel- 
low, who announced his name as Vet 
Spencer. 

The knowledge obtained in this way 
afterward stood Chick in good stead. 

The room was occupied by a very 
tough crowd. 

Many of the men were half drunk and 
a few of them were getting quarrelsome. 

A game of faro had been started in the 
room by an euterprising man from the 
West, but had been moved into an ad- 
joining apartment, where it was now in 
full blast. 

The cattle dealers and cattle stealers 
were playing recklessly, and seemed to 


have plenty of money. 


The detective bought a twenty-five dol- 


lar stack of chips and sat down at one end 
of the table. 

Presently a tough specimen, who looked 
as if he was trying hard to be a ‘‘bad 
man,’ seized one of the detective’s bets. 

“That bet on the nine belongs to me,”’ 
said Chick, coolly. 

‘Yer a liar!’ 

All eyes were instantly turned toward 
the two men. 3 

Chick had a role to carry out there, and 
could not afford to back down, although 
he cared very little for the money. 

Quick asa flash, without leaving his 
seat, he reached over the table and struck 
the fellow between the eyes. : 

The tough went down like a shot, and 
Chick placed another bet on the nine. 

He knew that the man he_ had struck 
would not be apt to do any shooting tight 
away, for the blow between the eyes had 
been a powerful one. 

_ “Another good man gone wrong,”’ re- 
marked the dealer, with a smile, 

*fAt him, Scotty !”” 

The fallen man’s friends assisted him 
to his feet, and he drew a revolver and 
fired at the detective. 

Chick raised his weapon, and puta bul- 
let against the lock of his antagonist’s 
gun, ruining it. 

“Now keep away,’’ he said, with flash- 
ing eyes, ‘‘or I’ll put a shot through you 
next time.”? 

“The young feller’s right,’’ shouted an 
old cattleman, ‘Sand you let him alone.’’ 

‘The fellow muttered something about 
seeing Chick on the outside, and the de- 
tective sprang to his feet. 

Then the bouncer crept up behind the 
baffled tough and, taking him by the col- 
lar with both hands, threw him upon his 
back and carried him out of the room. 

The players laughed, and from that 
moment Chick was regarded as a first- 
class man. 

The detective played with indifferent 
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success for some time, but the woman did 
not make her appearance. 

just as he was about to leave his seat, 
Mag entered. 

Her manner was eager and excited, and 
she held a huge roll of bills in one hand. 

‘‘Here comes the boss player,’’ said the 
dealer, who had dealt for the woman be- 
fore. ‘*Who?ll give her a seat?” 

Chick sprang up and took the woman 
gently by the arm. 

“You are quite welcome to this one,”’ 
he said. ‘‘I can’t make my bets stick to- 
niglit.’? 

Mag looked him over critically, thanked 
him, and sat down. 

In a moment the dealer had her money 
in the drawer and she had five stacks of 
chips\worth one hundred dollars each be- 
fore her. 

“How high??? she asked the dealer. 

‘*Clear to the roof, as usual,’’ was the 
reply. 

Chick stood by her side, and was asked 
oscasionally to place a bet for her. He 
was progressing famously. 

At first the wontan won. 

Then she began to lose, and was finally 
cleaned out. 

She took another package of bills from 
her pocket and passed them over, receiv- 
ing another stack in return. 

“It’s all ve got,’? she said, looking 
up at Chick with a smile. ‘‘Where shall 
I place it??’ 

‘‘On the queen.” 

The queen lost on the turn. 

“That was my fault,’’? said Chick, 
throwing su a hundred dollar bill. 
‘Try again.’ 

The woman actually blushed, but she 


took the money, folded it, and put it on 


the queen open. 

The queen won, and Mag took her pay 
in chips, and passed the bill back to 
Chick. 

Then she began to win. 

Chick’s money had brought her good 


luck, and no one was better pleased than 
Chick himself, for he was becoming bet- 
ter acquainted with the woman every mo- 
meut, and that was what he was there 
for. 

In. an hour Mag was a thousand dollars 
winner on the night, and then she began 
to drink heavily. 

After a time she placed the money she 
had won in a pocket of her dress and 
started to leave the room. 

When she reached the door a drunken 
brute from the whisky room stag 
against her. 

With-a vile oath on his lips, the fellow 
drew back and struck at the woman, but 
Chick warded off the blow and: gave the 
tough a hot right which knocked him 
half way across the room. 

Two bums, who were evidently chums 
of the fallen man, sprang forward, and 
Chick soon had his hands full. 

The men thought they were kuockers, 


‘and did not try to shoot, so the detective 


had no difficulty in placing them onthe 
floor by the side of their companion, much 
to the delight of the crowd. 


This done, he turned to find the wo-- 


man’s eyes fixed admiringly on him. 
*‘You’re a brick,’ she said, shortly. 
Chick bowed, and led the way through 
the drunken crowd to the hall which led 
to the woman’s room. 
There she was met by a man who 


gered up - 


looked as if he had had a long ride, and = 


a hard one. 
He handed the woman a paper, and 
stood waiting for her to read it. 3 
She turned toward the common sitting- 
room of the hotel. 
“Vou needn’t wait,’ she said. 
‘“There’s an answer,’’ replied the mes- 
senger. 


“It?s dollars to apples,’’ thought the 


detective, ‘‘that the note is from the Dal- 
tons or from Jim.”’ 

Just then Jim made his appearance, 
coming from his room. 


- J want you to help me. 


. 


20 NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


“What is it??? ke asked, stepping up to 
Mag. 

The woman put the note in her pocket 
and motioned to Chick to come into the 
sitting-room. 

**If the securities hadn’t disappeared so 
inysteriously last night,’’ thought Chick» 
‘this would be a good time to take these 
thieves in out of the wet, but we must 
get the money, and we must get Dalton 
before we show our hands.”’ 

Jim followed Mag into the sitting- 
room, and for an instant the two men 
stcod there side by side. 

Mag went tothe table and read the 
note. 

Jim stepped forward and tried to read 
over her shoulder, but she pushed him 
away. 

Then the fellow made a grab for the 
note, and Mag threw it toward Chick, 


‘who seized it and placed it in his pocket. 


“When you get over being fresh,’’ she 
said, ‘‘I’l] tell you what the note says.”’ 

“You wouldn’t act so if you were so- 
ber,’? said. Jim, with asneer. ‘‘Who is 
the cowboy ?”” 

“He is the one gentleman 
room,’ said Mag. 

‘Then he’s the one-gentleman who’ll 
soon be out of the reoom,’’ said Jim, turn- 
ing to Chick, and pointing toward the 
door. 

‘This is becoming interesting,” 
thought the detective. ‘‘I wonder if I’ve 
got to knock this fellow out?’’ 

But Jim saw the determined expression 
in his opponent’s face, and made no effort 
to enforce his commands. 

Instead, he himself left the room, vow- 
ing vengeance as he banged the door after 
him, 

Then. Mag turned to Chick. 

‘*Vou’re a gentleman,’’ she said, ‘‘and 
Will you?” 


in the 


“S*Certainly. 7 
“7 want to kill two men.”’ 
Was the woman going mad? 


Fora moment the detective thought. 


so. - 
‘“They may kill each other,’’ the wo- 
man went on, in drunken confidence, 
“but if they don’t, I want you to help 
me to kill them.’?’ 

“Are they troubling’ you?’? asked 
Chick. 

“They are making my life a burden,” 
was the reply. 
with me and I will tell you what to do. 
Are you afraid of a little shooting?” 

Chick shook his head. 

“You ought to know better than that,’’ 
he said, ‘‘after what has taken place _to- 
night.”’ 

“Oh, you’re all right,’’ said the wo- 
man. 
ment ago.” 4 


The detective produced the bit of pa-- 
per and read the following bit of sensa- 


tional correspondence: 


“*Come out at once. We have captured 
one of the men you told me about, but he 


has nothing on his person. You see I was . 


right. B. D.” 


“Do you know what name those letters 
stand for??? asked the woman. 


‘Of course not,’’ replied Chick, but-at.. 


the same time he had a very strong sus- 
picion. 

‘Bob Dalton,’’? said the woman. ‘‘He 
is one of the men I want you to kill.” 

Chick remarked that that was likely to 
be a hard job. 

“*T’]] show you how,’’ said Mag. ‘‘If 
you say a word about what I’ve told you, 
Pll kill you.’ 

“When will you tell me more about 
it??’ asked Chick. 

“Perhaps to-morrow—perhaps never. 
I?ll know more about it myself in the 
morning. Good-night.”’ 

The woman went away, leaving Chick 
in a strangely puzzled frame of mind. 

According to the note the Daltons had 
captured Nick Carter, for the note could 
mean no one else. 


“Vou get ona certain train 


‘“‘Read that note I gave you a mo. 


‘ 
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“This woman is going out there with 
the messenger,’’ thought the detective, 
Stand I must follow her. I wonder if Jim 
will go with her?’ 

He hastened out and e1igaged a horse 
of the landlord, saying that his own had 
been taken by a companion. 

“Vou ain’t going to elope with that 
woman who beat the faro game, are you???’ 
asked the landlord, with a wink. ‘‘She’s 
just been here after a hiorse, and has gone 
south with a messenger, riding like 
mad.”? 

Chick hastened into the saddle, and 
struck off southward. 

He had proceeded but a short distance 
when a form rose up in his path. 

“T thought you were going away to- 
gether,’’ said the fellow, ‘‘and followed 
her. Turn back or I'll blow your head 
off.” 

It was ‘‘Jim, the Knocker.”’ 


————t 


CHAPTER VI. 
NICK CARTER A PRISONER, 


‘“‘You makea game fight, young man.”’ 
**T always do.”? 
A mighty mass of rock rose up out of 


the level stretch of sandy plain, and here’ 


and there a shrub or a stunted tree was 
growing at its base, where some protec- 
tion was afforded from the scorching rays 
of the sun. ° 

On one side the wall of the rock, al- 
most perpendicular everywhere else, 
sloped inward, and here at the mouth of 
the cave-like place, a number of trees 
were growing, alimost concealing the 
rocky room. Straight ahead, looking out 
from the entrance to the cavern, were 
various small groups of shrubbery, and 
away in the distance arose the fringe of 
forest which Dalton and Mag had rode 
through that afternoon. 

There was no moon, but thestars shone 
down upon the resolute face of Nick 


Carter, lying there bound with ropes. 

A few feet away stood Bob Dalton, 
leaning on his Winchester. 

The outlaws who composed the Dalton 
gang were asleep in the cave. 

‘“Ves,”? continued Bob, ‘‘you made a 
game fight, but you had to give in, after 
nearly killing two of my men. You area 
brave man, and you came near killing 
me on two occasions last night.”’ 


*‘T am only sorry that I did not suc- - 


ced,’’ said Nick. 

“But, notwithstanding all that,’ said 
Bob, ‘‘if you'll place me in possession of 
the securities you came here to obtain, 
Ill let you go scot-free.”’ 

The detective was simply amazed. 

This was a new feature of the case. 

Until the present moment there had 
not been a doubt in his mind that Dal- 
ton’s rescuers had taken the papers from 
the tin box on the previous night. 

“T have followed the wrong clew,’’ 
Nick thought, ‘‘and itis likely to cost 
me my life. But who has the papers? 
The woman ?”’ 

“Come,’’? urged the outlaw. 
do you say?” 

Nick did not know what to say. 

“l] think about it,’’ he finally re- 
plied. 

“It isa good thing for you,’’ continued 
the outlaw, ‘‘that you have the securi- 
ties, for you would have been shot down 
like a dog only for that. The Daltons 
never take prisofiers, and no mercy 
should be shown a man who came here 
to take my life.’’ 

“JT am not afraid,’’ said Nick. 

“Tt is not your bravery that protects 
you now,’’ said Bob. ‘‘It is the million 
dollars you have concealed in yonder 
town.” 

“11 talk with you about that in the 


‘What 


motning,’’ said Nick. ‘‘I am tired now.’” 


The outlaw chief awoke one of the 
sleeping men, stationed him in a bit of 


=a 
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shrubbery not far away and Jay down to 
sleep. 

Nick could hear the horses munching 
their scanty fare buta short distance 
away, and could hear the shrill call of a 
night bird now and then, but all was still 
in the cavern. 

Many of the outlaws were drunk, and 
all of them were tired. 

“Tf my horse could only have kept his 
feet,’ thought. the detective, ‘‘things 
would have been in a different shape to- 
night,’ 

He had been captured only after a des- 
perate struggle, in which more than one 
of the outlaws had been seriously wounded. 

He would certainly have been killed on 
the spot where his horse fell only for the 
protection of the outlaw chief. 20 

Dalton had an idea that the detective 
might in some way assist him in obtain- 
ing the securities. 

He was not certain that Jim had taken 
advantage of the invasion of his room in 
order to throw him off the track, as he 
had expressed himself to Mag. 

The detective might have the papers, 
after all, he thought. Anyway, he could 
be murdered at a later date if he proved 
of no value in gratifying the robber’s 
thirst for plunder. 

Even while conversing with Dalton, 
Nick had been straining at his bonds, 
grating the rope back and forth over a 
sharp surface beneath him. 

If he could only release himself while 
they were all asleep but the man in the 
shrubbery! If the pointed stone beneath 
him would only cut the rope! 

When Bob went away he redoubled his 
efforts. = 


Presently the rope which bound his 
wrists, which were fastened behind his 
back, began to give. 
had been cut. 

He struggled more desperately than 
éver then. 

The detective had been in many tight 


One of the strands 


places, but this seemed to him to be the 
most desperate situation in which he had 
ever found himself. 

He was sure to be murdered in the 
morning. 

After a long time he succeeded in slip- 
ping his hands out of the broken rope, 
and then he stopped to rest. 

“These people know more about bind- 
ing a nan than do the toughs in the large 
cities,’’ thought Nick. 

After listening intently fora moment, 
the detective proceeded to remove the 
rope from his feet. 

All this took time, for the knots had 
been tied by an experienced hand, and 
Nick had no knife with which to cut the 
rope. 


from the guard by the shrubbery men- 
tioned before, and.in time Nick turned 
over aud looked into the cavern. 
The men there were sleeping soundly. 
Exercising the utmost caution, the de- 
tective advanced toward the interior of 
the place. 


At best his flight would be discovered _ 


ina very short time, and it would be 
madness to attempt to reach the town 
without weapons of some kind. 

One of the men muttered in his sleep 
as Nick drew his revolver from his belt, 
aud another half started up as Nick re- 
lieved him of a keen-edged kuife, but the 
detective secured the weapons and got 
back to his former place without awaken- 
ing anyone. 

He paused there a moment, and then 
threw himself on the ground, placing 
himself in the position he had occupied 
before. 

The guard was approaching. 

Nick grasped the knife and waited. 

The guard did no talk like a man who 
was master of the situation. 

He crept forward like a spy. 

Nick could not understand the mean- 
ing of it. 


The place where he lay was protected 
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In a moment the fellow was bending 
over him. | 

He was half drunk. 

“Say,’? he said, in a hoarse whisper, 
“do you know what e m going to do?”’ 

“No. ”? 

“T’m going to kill you.”’ 

‘What for?’ ‘ 

“The man who will die to-morrow 
from the wound you gave him is iny 
brother.”’ 

‘¢What will Dalton say?’’ asked Nick. 

“T don’t care what he says.”’ 

‘*He?ll have-your life,’’ said Nick. 

‘Oh, no, he won’t. The boys will 
have something to say about that.’ 

The fellow was working himself into a 
terrible rage, and Nick kept his knife 
teady for use. 

‘*Besides,’? said the outlaw, “‘I’m go- 
ing to stab you to the heart and report 
that you were trying to escape.”’ 

Nick saw that the fellow meant busi- 
ness. 

The outlaw took another drink froma 
bottle which he took from his pocket, 
- and drew his knife. 

‘Curse a spy, anyway!’ 
fiercely. 

Then some one moved in the cavern, 
and a Voice called out: 

“What's up out there?” 

*CAll quiet.” 

“Who are you talking with?” 

‘The prisoner.” ; 

§*Well, let ae alone, and don’t make 
so much noise.’ 

It was Bob Dalton’s voice. 

The outlaw shook his fist in the direc- 
tion of the cavern and ground his teeth 
together like a madinan. 

“T°]] show yot'in the morning,’’ he 
said. 


‘he said, 


Then, away off in the distance, came a 
peculiar call. 

~“Tt?s the messenger,’’ said the outlaw, 
hoarsely. ‘‘I must do my werk before he 
comes. ' 


““What messenger?’ asked Nick, de- 


siting to delay the struggle as long as - 


possible. 

“The messenger Bob sent to his girl. 
He’s up to something the boys know 
nothing about, curse him.’? 

In a moment the call was repeated. 

It sounded like the cry of a bird. 

‘Hie wants to be answered,’ said the 
would-be murderer, ‘‘but I’ve other busi- 
ness on hand.’’ 

As he spoke tle outlaw raised his 
knife high in the air and made a heavy 
lunge at the prisoner. 

Nick was teady for him. 

His own knife caught the other’s flash- 
ing blade. 

There was a sudden spring, a quick 
thrust, a groan, and the outlaw lay 
stretched on the ground with a knife 
wound in his heart. 

The call of the approaching messenger 
was repeated, and some one moved in the 
cavern. 


Nick crept away toward the bunch of © 


shrubbery. 

The signal sounded once more, and 
then a dark figure appeared in the mouth 
of the cavern and the cry was answered. 

‘*Ffello, Zeke.” 

It was Bob Dalton’s voice, but there 
was lo auswetr. 

The outlaw moved toward the spot 
where he had left the captive. 

The body of the dead guard lay there, 
and in the dim light Dalton mistook it 
for that of the detective. 

“Zeke!” 

Again there was noauswer, and Dalton 
went back into the cavern and awoke two 
of his men. 

“Get up,’’ he said, impatiently, ‘‘there’s 
something wrong outside.” 

The detective, crouching in thé thicket 
not far away, heard them advancing in 
his direction. 

‘Something is the matter with Zeke,” 
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Bob said. ‘‘He is asleep, or there has 
been some one here.”’ 


fectly still on the ground. 


The outlaws hunted through the 
bushes, and, of course, did not find the 
guard. . 


“He has deserted,’’? said one of the 
men. ‘'He looked mighty ugly after his 
brother was hit to-day.”’ 

‘“That may be,’’ said Dalton. ‘‘He al- 
ways was a surly beast.’’ 

Then the sound of horses’ feet was 
heard, and the messenger who had been 
sent after Mag made his appearance. 

‘““Where’s the woman??? demanded 
Bob. 

The messenger poiuted te the rear. 

“We thought there might be danger,” 
he said, ‘‘and so she remained behind un- 
til I could find out.”’ 

‘(Danger ?”’ repeated Dalton. 

“Ves, no one answered my signals for 
a long time.”’ 

‘The guard has disappeared,’ said the 
chief. ‘‘You are just in time to join in 
the search for him.’ 

The messenger uttered the signal 
which had been heard before that night, 
aud soon the galloping of a horse an- 
nounced the advance of Mag. 

Dalton drew her away toward the place 
where Nick lay concealed. 

“Where’s Jim?’’ he asked anxiously. 

‘Jn town, I suppose.’’ 

‘We must keep an eye on him now,” 
said the outlaw. ‘‘One of the detectives 
you mentioned is here, and we could not 
find the papers on his person. Unless he 
has them hidden in town, Jim hasthem.”’ 

‘Where is the detective?’’ asked Mag. 
“J want to see if it is the an I saw at 
the hotel yesterday.’’ 

Bob led the way to the mouth of the 
cavern. *: 

Mag bent over the dead guard. 

In a moment she started back witha 
scream of fright. 
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“This is a ghastly joke,’’ she said, 


© angrily, as soon as she had in a measure 
Nick crept farther away, and lay per- © 


recovered from the scare. ‘‘Why didn’t 
you tell me the man was dead ?”” 

“Dead?” 

The outlaw sprang forward and turned 
the face of the dead body up to the light 
of the stars. 

“It is Zeke,’? he shouted. ‘‘What dey- 
il’s work is this?’ 

His men crowded around him at the 
exclamation. 

Nick, thinking this a good time to 
make his escape, faced toward the woods 
and started away. 

As he did so he saw a light movement 
in a clump of bushes just ahead and 
stopped to see what it meant. 


Then a low sound not unlike the noise” 


made by a wharf rat reached his ears. 

“Chick ?””? gasped the detective. “‘How 
did he come here?”’ 

It was a signal frequently used by the 
two detectives. : 

Nick hastened to make reply, and soon 
joined his assistant. 

Chick was still dressed in his cowboy 
rig. : 

There was no tine for explanations. 

In a moment the outlaws would be 
searching forthe escaped prisoner, and 
they must be away. 

‘““We must borrow horses of the rob- 
bers,’? said Nick, ‘‘and ride for our lives.” 

The detectives proceeded silently to- 
ward the place where the horses were 
tied, and each selected one. 

As they mounted, one of the animals 
snorted viciously, as if in protest at be- 
ing summoned at that hour of the night. 

The robbers, still gathered about the 
dead guard, heard the noise and bounded 
toward thie spot. 

Nick and Chick turned the horses’ 
heads to the north and applied the whip 
vigorously. 

Then began a perfect fusillade of shots, 


ake 


but, foreamniteie none of them.d 
daiiage. p 

By the time the robbers were mounted 
the detectives were far in the. lead, 

Just as they were congratulating then- 
selves on being almost out of danger, half 
a dozen horsemen dashed out of the deep 
shade of the woods and advanced upon 
them. 

Rapid signals passed between the two 
patties, and both hastened toward the de- 
tectives. 

“Take sure aim,’ said Nick, ‘‘and 
fight your way through.” 

In a second the detectives were up with 
the smaller body of men, and a volley of 
shots rang out. 

Two of the robbers fell from their sad- 
dies, and Nick and Chick, shooting right 
and left, urged their horses straight 
ahead. 

There was actash as tlie horses caine 
together, and Nick was seized by tlie col- 
lar. The robber was a muscular fellow, 
and he was in a fair way of unseating the 
detective when Chick fired and the out- 
law fell. 


In another moment the nervy detec- 
tives were far in the lead. 

The three men who had not been hit 
waited for their companions to come up, 
looking very sheepish in their defeat. 

“They have taken our best horses,” 
said Bob, riding up, ‘‘and it is useless to 
pursue them now. Get all the sleep you 
can, and be ready for the hold-up.” 

But there was little sleep in-the camp 
that night. 

Bob spent the time until daylight lay- 
ing plans with Mag, and most of the rob- 
bers were too angry and too excited to 
sleep. 

At daybreak the two horses the detec- 
tives had ridden away caine limping into 
camp, both quite badly wounded. 

“Something has happened to the fel- 
lows,’ said the chief. 


“They may be lying, seriously wound- 


move we make,’’ Laid Grattan Dalton. 
"In that case, we may have trouble ‘with 
the hold- “up.” 


CHAPTER VII. 


MAG MAKES IT UP WITH JIM. 


“Tim the Knocker’’ arose from the 
ground with a sore head. 

Instead of shooting him, Chick had 
given him rather a hard blow with a 
‘“hilly,’? and so the thief was even too 
much stunned to shoot at the rapidly re- 
treating form of the detective as he hast- 
ened forward to the rescue of his chief. 

Chick could not afford to waste time 
with the fellow then, for by doing so he 
might lose track of Mag. 

That, of course, would end all hope of 
discovering the whereabouts of Nick. 

After cursing the duplicity of the wo- 
man, and his own ill luck, to his heart’s 
content, Jim went back to the hotel and 
sought his room. 

Before he could remove the blood from 
his face and clothes a knock sounded on 
his door. He kept still, hoping the visitor 
would go away. 

But the knock was repeated, and. then 
a voice said: 

‘(Open up, Jim. I saw you enter.” 

Jim stepped to the door and unlocked 
it. 

‘©Who is it??? he asked. 

‘*Budd.”’ 

The door was opened, and a tough- 
looking fellow entered the room. 

‘What do you want??? asked Jim. 

Budd threw himself into a chair. 

“Hix up a little,’ he said, ‘‘and then 
T'll tell you.” 

Jim’s eyes flashed. 

Budd was a member of the Dalton 
Gang, but Jim had had very little to do 
with him, although both stopped at the 
hotel. 
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‘‘Tel] me now,’? he saic. 

“*] want to know,’ said Budd, slowly, 
‘what the woman has gone out to the 
camp for, and what the cowboy is follow- 
ing her for.’ _ 

““That’s what I’d like to know my- 
self.”? 

“Vou didn’t find out, then ?”’ 

S*No. »” 

“Well, you got a right smart rap on 
the head.”’ 

‘Ves, and it’s all the woman’s fault,’ 
said Jim. ‘‘There’s something between 
her and Bob that we know nothing 
about. *? 

‘And the cowboy ?”? 

‘*He must be in with it.” 

“Sures? 

Jim hesitated a moment, as if in-doubt 
about the wisdom of expressing himself 
further on the subject. 

‘Ves,?? continued Budd,  ‘‘there’s 
something between Bob and the woman, 
and it means trouble for us.”’ 

‘Trouble?’ repeated Jim. 

*Ves.. What was in that tin box you 
are inaking such a fuss about losing ?”’ 

**Something very valuable.” 

“And you think Dalton got it?” 

Ves)? 

“Well, he didn’t.’” 

Jim stared at the fellow with wide-open 
eyes. 

‘Who did?’ he asked. 

“The woman.’? 

“(And she lays the blame on the stran- 
gers who have been hanging about the 
house.’? 

‘‘Ves, but she emptied the box.” 

**How do you know?’ 

“‘T was passing through the hall when 
T heard a scuffle in your room.”? 

SerO- Olle 


“IT started to goin, and just then the 
woman cane out of the closet with the 
box in her hand.” 

Jim was more inystified than ever. 


“The closet,’? he said. ‘‘How did it 
get in there?” 

**T don’t know.’? 

Jim walked the flcor for a moment in 
deep thought. 

‘She was in ny reoin before I went to 
bed,’’ he said, after a time, ‘‘and I saw 
her peeping around. She might have 
been the one to chloroform me.”’ 

ST think so,’’ said Budd, although he 
did not really think so. 

‘*Then she’s taking the stuff to Dal- 
ton,’’ said Jim, angrily, ‘‘and_ they 
mean to leave me in the lurch.” 

**And that brings us back to my first 
question,’ said Budd. ‘‘What was in the 
box ?”? 

‘CA million’ dollars’ worth of securi- 


ties.’ 


Budd started. 

He could hardly believe his ears. 

“Stolen ?’’ he asked. 

‘*Ves, in New York, a year ago. I was 
waiting to compromise with the firm.’ 

“They can compromise with Dalton 
now,’ said Budd. 

**T°ll have his life,’’? shouted Jim. 

““Then you'll save me the trouble of 
killing him,’ said Budd, coolly, ‘‘for I 
have a bone to pick with him myself.?’ 

‘*Whiere is he now?” 

‘“They leave the cave to-morrow morn- 
ing to hold upa train on the Santa Fe.’ 

‘They do???’ ; 

“Ves.- Didn't you know it??? 

“No. 

‘Well, Iewas notified to report for duty 
to-night, but did not go. I’ve got done 
with Bob Dalton.’ 

‘‘T suppose the woman will. go with 
him,’’ said Jim, ‘‘and then they will go 
from the scene of the robbery to some 


- other part of the country and negotiate 


my securities, ’’ 
‘““That’s about the size of it.’’ 
“Tell me what to do.’ 
‘‘Well,”’ said the outlaw, ‘‘if you have | ; 
the nerve to get on the train and seem to. 
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join the gang during the robbery, you 
can shoot Bob Dalton duting the con- 
fusion, and march off with the woman. 
One of them has the stuff you want.’ 

“Will you go with me?”’ 

“Yes, for a good big share.’? 

“All right. Dll give you half if you 
will kill Bob Dalton and leave Mag to 
me. But how are we to know which 
train to take?’’ 


Budd referred to a time table, which 
he took from his! pocket. 

‘The train which passes through 
Hutchinson to-morrow night,’’. he said, 
“will carry a big wad of money. ‘That is 
the train they mean to hold up. It passes 
the place about midnight, and the rob- 
bery will take place a short distance be- 
yond. ‘Then the boys will scatter.’’ 

“But that isa long ways froin here,’’ 
said Jim. ‘‘How are they to get there?” 

“By train.’ 

‘Then well leave Hutchinson in the 
morning, hang around the placde all day, 
meet as many members of the gang as we 
can, and take the train which isto be 

“stopped. How will that do?”’ 

“Tust the thing,’’? said Budd. ‘And 
then, when trouble begins, I?ll look out 
for Bob, and you get the woman,off the 
train. If we don’t find the securities on 
Bob’s dead ‘body we’ll find them on Mag.”’ 

Having completed their scheme to 


their entire satisfaction, the two outlaws’ 


took a friendly drink, and went to bed. 

A few hours later Mag, escorted by sev- 
eral members of the gang, who were to 
take the train for Hutchinson the next 
day, reached the hotel and retired to her 
room. 


The hotel, ordinarily a very quiet and 


respectable one, was still, and she soon 


fell asleep. 

Nota soul in the town, except the 
menibers of the gang, knew that the fa- 
mous Dalton crowd occasionally stopped 
at the place. : 

Had the landlord known who some of 


his guests were he would have done his 
utmost to bring them to justice. 

When the woman entered the dining- 
room in the morning, one of the first per- 
sons she saw was Jin. 

Not forgetting that she had promised 
Dalton to get Jim on the train which was 
to be held up that night, Mage beckoned 
to the fellow, and he aproached her with 
a scowl on his face. esl 

‘‘T want you presently,’ she said. 

‘Where?’ 

‘Tn the private parlor.”? 

“Will your cowboy be there???’ asked 
Jim, with a sneer. 

“Certainly not. How you act, Jim.’’ 

“Then I'll be there,’’ said the fellow, 
somewhat mollified by the tone of the 
woman’s voice, 

Half an hour later the two sat face to 
face in a small, neatly furnished room on 
the first floor. f 

“Where did you go.last night?’ de- 
manded Jim. 

‘<Out to the cave.”? 

The frankness of the woman’s answer 
alinost paralyzed Jim. 

He had expected a denial. 

‘Then the note was from Bob??? 

‘SVess? 

‘What did he want??? 

‘He wants to betray us both.’’ 

“In what way?’ 

‘‘He has the securities,’? replied Mag. 

““How do you know??? 

‘*He tald me so.”’ 

Jim began to think the woman was do- 
ing the square thing. 

‘Flow can we get them ??’ he asked. 

“By killing him.” 

“When, and how?” 

“At the hold-up on the Santa Fe to- 
night.”? 

Jim started. 

He had already laid a plot for that oc- 
casion, and this seemed to be an exact 
counterpart of it. 

‘And then?’ he asked. 
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‘Then we'll take the securities and go 
away.” 

“Show me how to get there,’’ said 
Jim, ‘‘and I’ll attend to the rest of the 
. scheme.”’ s 

Ashe spoke the door of the room, 
which was very easy on the latch, opened 
a trifle, and the villainous face of Budd 
peered in. 

But neither of the plotters saw him. 

“The fellow is laying lots of plans,’’ 
thought Budd. ‘‘I wonder if the woman 
thinks he will believe her.’’ 

After a short silence Jim said: 

“But you must go with me, Mag.’’ 

‘‘Now he’s getting down to business,”’ 
thought the listener. 

Mag appeared to dislike this part of 
the programme, although it was just 
what she wanted. 

‘Why ??? she asked. 

‘‘Because we can’t come back here, 
and because we must get back to New 
York as soon as possible.” 

“¢ And fall into tle hands of the officers ?”? 

*"No; it will all be settled.” 

Jim started to go, but Mag called him 
back. 

‘Have you seen my cowboy since??? 
she asked. 

“*No.?? 

Mag tried hard to blush. 

“*T was full last night,’’ shesaid, ‘‘and 
he staked me so I said more to him than 
Iought to. If you see him, kill him.’’ 

Jim merely nodded, and turned away. 

When he stepped into the hall Bud 
had disappeared. 

“At last,’’ thought the woman, ‘‘every- 
thing isin good shape. Dalton and Jim 
will both be killed to-night.. How easy it 
was to get Jim out of the sulks!”’ 

In the meantime Budd was wondering 
what he ought to say to Jim. 

Finally he decided not to say anything, 

*Fe’s going back on me,’’ he thought, 
‘fand he’ll have to take the conse- 

“quences, for I’ll be on that train.”’ 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE TRAIN ROBBERY. 


The train came to a sudden stop. © 

It was very dark outside, and raining 
heavily. 

The country was wild and lonely. 

While the passengers were looking at 
each other, as if to read the cause of the 
delay in each other’s faces, the car doors 
were thircwn open and hoarse voices rang 
out: ; 

“Throw up your hands!’ 

“Train robbers!?? 

‘We shall be murdered !’’ . 

There was arush for the doors as 


_these exclamations were uttered, but the 


weapons of the robbers held all at bay. 

“*Keep your hands up, or every one in 
the car will be killed,’’ shouted a stalwart 
outlaw, pointing a huge revolver ata 
sturdy fellow who seemed inclined to 
draw a gun. 

There was a wild scene around 
press car. ; 

: The outlaws were demanding 
sion, and the messenger stood on 
disputing every foot of ground. 

At last entrance was forced, and the 
work of opening the huge safe began. 

In the meantime the robbers in the 
passenger coaches did little else than 
keep the passengers in their seats. 

There were a few shots outside, but 
none seemed to be injured by thein. 

Mag, Jim and Budd, occupying seats 
near the middle of one of the rear 
coaches, arose to their feet as if to step 
forward. 

Then all three heard a low voice be- 
hind them 

“Make a move, say a word, or attempt 
to give a signal,’’ said Nick Carter, ‘‘and 
you die in your tracks.” - 

The three sat down in a hurry. 

They were actually being arrested in 


the ex- 


admis- 
guard, 


_ 
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the presence and under the guns of the 
train robbers, their friends! 

The two detectives had had a hard day 
of it. 

Leaving their wounded horses in the 
woods, after escaping from the outlaws, 
they had proceeded toward Coffeyville on 
foot, hoping to proctire horses on the 
way. 

But they had been unable to do so, and 
had arrived in town just in time to see 
_. the three people take the train which was 
_ to conyey them northward to the Santa 

Fe, and the scene of the robbery. 

They had changed their disguises, and 
the plotters just ahead of them had no 
idea who they were riding with. 

Several times during the long ride 
Nick had been on the point of notifying 
the officials that he believed the train was 

.to be held up that aight, but the uncer- 
tainty of the thing had caused him to re- 
main silent. 

In fact, he had only the indefinite 
words spoken by the woman to Chick to 
put him on his guard against a robbery of 
this sort. 

For all he knew, the gang might be 

‘ out after a rich farmer or a city bank 
somewhere along the line. Besides, he 
was after Dalton and the papers. 

When the hold-up actually occurred, 
the two detectives were about as much 
surprised as anyone else on the train. 

‘‘We should have given warning,’’ 


whispered Nick, as he held his gun in. 


range of the prisoners in front, who were 
tremblng with fear. 

“T don’t think so,’’ said Chick. ‘‘The 
chances were a hundred to one that the 
gang was out after a bank.’? 

‘Well,’? said Nick, “Sif they come in 
here there’ll be some shooting. It 
wouldn’t be dignified to be robbed.’ 

“Ton’t do it,’’ said Chick. ‘‘You 
would only endanger the lives of the 
passengers. ”’ 

In a moment a heavily masked man, 


wearing a red ribbon on his sleeve, 
stepped into the car. 

‘“That’s Bob Dalton,’’ whispered Nick. 
‘“Take care of these prisoners, and I'll 
capture him.’’ 

As the outlaw advanced down the aisle 
the woman looked helplessly at Jim and 
tried to induce him to shoot. 

Budd watched every motion. 

In a moment he sprang to his feet. 

Nick fired, and he fel] dead. 

In the dim light of the car Bob Dalton 
thought that it was Jim who had fallen, 
and turned to the door, shouting to Mag 
to join him. j 

Nick sprang after him, and before he 
had reached the platform his assistant 
had Jim and Mag securely handcuffed. 

The astonishment of the passengers in 
the car at this proceeding may be im- 
agined. 

By this time the safe of the express car 
had been rifled, and the shot which Nick 
had fired alarmed the robbers on the out- 


' side. 


They seemed tothink that they in turn 
were to be attacked. 

When Dalton sprang from the patform 
this belief was strengthened, and the 
gang was soon scattered. 

The order had been for each man to 
take care of himself after the robbery, 
and so Bob, standing by the platform 
waiting for Mag, soon found himself 
alone. 

The train began to move, but she did 
not appear. 

Not seeing the crouching figure on the 
other side of the platform, Bob leaped 
up and looked through the door. 

Mag sat there, in seeming contentment, 
with Jim, the man he believed to have 
been killed. 

With an oath, he drew his gun and 
fired. 

Mag fell back in her seat, dead, and 
Jim sat there chained toa corpse. 

At that instant a second shot rang out. 
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- Nick had fired at the train robber. 

But the motion of the cars destroyed 
his aim, and Bob leaped to the ground 
uninjured, and started to run. 

The detective sprung after him. 

The train whirled away. 

The robbers were by this time out of 
sight with their booty, and Nick and Bob 
Dalton were alone together in the wild 
country. 

The detective saw the outlaw arise to 
his feet and start away. 

Tio shoot then, or te provoke a shot 
from Dalton, was to call back the flee- 
ing robbers. 

Nick followed the outlaw, taking good 
care to keep out of his sight. 

Uttering curses against everything hu- 
man and divine, the robber made fora 
belt of woods not far away. 

Now that the light of the cars was 
gone, Nick had to follow Bob by the 
sense of hearing. 

Presently the outlaw uttered a low sig- 
nal. 

Nick listened eagerly, but there was no 
response. 

The outlaws were out of hearing. 

They might not be far away, however, 
for the noise of the train was great enough 
to drown any ordinary sound. Before 
long the noise made by the long strides 
of the outlaw ceased. 

He had stopped to rest or to take his 
bearings. 

“This is a devil of a night,’ he mut- 
tered, ‘‘and I am in the devil’s own luck. 
The woman and Jim have gone on with 
the securities—that is, unless I killed the 
she devil.” 

Nick crept up closer. 

“She meaut to betray me from the 


~ first,’ continued the outlaw, ‘‘but Ill 


be even with her if I have to follow her 
over the world. I hope I killed her, 
though.”’ 

Nick was close enough now to hear the 
heavy breathing of the desperate man. 


had the papers all the time. 


“She was to kill him if I did not, and 
take the package from his body,’’ said 
the outlaw, ‘‘but the chances are that she 
Tl pay 
her.”? 

‘*And VIl pay you, Bob Dalton.”’ 

There was a quick spring. 

The famous outlaw was in the grasp of 
the detective, and the two powerful men 
were struggling for life there in the dark- 
ness of the lonely land. 3 

Dalton tried to shoot, but Nick’s hand 
held his arm to his side. ; 

“Again we are fighting in. the dark,” 
said Nick. ‘‘Surrender.” 

Bob’s only answer was au oath. 

But the detective was the stronger man 
of the two, and Dalton was soon a pris-~ 
oner, bound and unarmed. Captured at 
last! — 

His oaths and threats were frightful to 
hear. 

‘Take it coolly,’? said Nick. 
some strength for the hangman.”’ 

‘¢Who are you?’ demanded the robber. 

““Nick Carter.”’ 

CO )? 

“You have heard of me before?’ asked 
the detective. 

“Ves, and I’d go to the gallows now if 
you had captured the man and woman 
who betrayed me.’’ 

“TJ have already done so,’’ replied 
Nick, not knowing that-the shot had 
killed Mag. 5 

“Suren” 

Viasat 

‘Then you have done a good night’s 
work.”’ 

Dalton would say no more, and Nick 
set out for the long walk to the nearest 
station. 


Dalton made him no trouble on the 
way, being handcuffed to the detective 
and closely watched. 

Chick with his prisoner awaited his 
chief at the station. 

The body of the woman was taken 


“Save 


from the train, and when searched the 
securities were found. 

“They made a good play for the 
money,’’ said Nick, ‘‘but they lost.”’ 

Bob was turned over to the authorities 
of the county where the woman had been 
killed, the charge being murder, and 
Nick was thie lion of the hour. 

The desperate fellow, however, escaped 
before the day of trial, and continued his 
life of crime. 

Chester Dodge, better known as ‘‘Jim 
the Knocker,’’ received a long-term sen- 
tence for the robbery of his employers, 
and the securities were returned to the 
owners. . 

The rewards in the case were some- 
thing enormous, 

**But I don’t want any more Wild West 
business in mine,’’ said Nick, as he re- 
ceived the money. “When you capture a 
murderer out there he gets away as soon 
as you leave the State.” 

“But Mag and Jim did 
said Chick. 

“Poor Maggie,’? said Nick. ‘‘She 
would have been.a brilliant woman under 
proper circumstances.” 

‘And Jim?” 

‘*Always a sneak!” said Nick. 


not escape,’’ 


[THE END. ] 


The next number of the Nick Carter 
Weekly will contain ‘Set on Fire; or, 


Nick Carter’s Bravery,’? by the author of 
Nick Carter. 


The Nick Carter Weekly has the larg- 
est circulation of any weekly ever pub- 
lished. 


-HOW TO DO BUSINESS 


This book is a guide to success in Hfe, embracing Principles of 
Business, Choice of Pursuit, Buying and Selling, General Manage- 
ment, Mechanical Trades, Manufacturing, Bookkeeping, Causes 
of Success and Failure, Business Maxims and Forms, etc, It also 
contains an appendix of complete business forms and a dictionary 
of commercin: terms. No young man should be without this 
valuable book, Tt gives complete information about trades, 
professions and occupations in which any young man is interested. 
Price ten cents. Address” 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William Sr, N. Y. 
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Red, White and Blue Quarterly. 


The earlierissues of Bed, White and Blne are now on sale in the 
form of Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra- 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


= = NOW READY. =~ = 


No, 1, including Nos. 
No, 2, un 

No. 3, ha 
No. 4, fs 


1 to 18 of Red, White and Blue, 
Nos, 14 to 26 of Red, White and Blue, 
Nos 27 to 39 of Red, White and Bine, 
os, 40 to 52 of Red, White and Blue. 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N. ¥. 


BOOK FOR EVERYBODY 


TEN CENTS EACH, 


The following list of books will be found useful, entertaining, and 
full of instructive fiformation for all, They are handsomely 
bound in attractive covers, printed on good quality paper, illus- 
trated, and are marvels of excellence. ‘These books have never 
before been offered at such a low figure. ‘The price, 10 cenis each 
neludes postage. 


USEFUL AND INSTRUCTIVE INFORMATION. 


Boys’ Own Book of Roats 
The Book of Inowledge., 
Livery Cook Book. 
Amateur’s Manual of Photography. The Taxidermist Manual. 
Mills’? Universal Letter-Writer. Good Housekeeping. 

The Wunter and Angler. The International Cricket Guide. 
The Complete Angler. Amateur and Professional Oarsman’s 
Riding and Driving. Manual. 

Poe’s Foot-Ball. Complete Training Guide for Amateur 
Campbell?s Lawn Tennis. Dunn’s Fencing Instructor, 

The Complete Checker Player. Capt. Webb’s Swimming 
Backgammon and Bagatelle. Instructor. 

Out Door Sports. Aquatic Guide; or, Yachting ana 
The Young Gymuast. Sailing. 


FORTUNE-TELLING. 


Napoleon’s Book of Fate. Cupid’s Dream Book 
Zola’s Dream Book. 


TRICKS, 


Heller’s Hand Book of Magic. 
Herrman’s Tricks with Cards. 


Albun Writer’s Assistant, 
Short Hand for Nyerybody. 
How to Do Business. 


Herrman’s Black Art. 
The Way to Do Magic. 


RECITATIONS AND READINGS. 


The Peerless Reciter. Select Recitations aud Readings. 
The Young Elecutionist, The Standard Reciter. 

These books will be sent prepaid upon receiptof 10 cents ench, 
When ordering, please be particular to send the full title of fhe 
books desired, also your full nume and address, The books are 1¢ 
cents each, postage free. Address 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N, ¥. 


Nick Carter Quarterly. 


The earlier issues of Nick Carter Weekly, are now on sale in the 
form of Quarterlies, each including 18 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated Mlustra- 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. The priceis 60 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to and 
address in the United States, 


ss 


NOW READY. ~ = 


No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
Dy s Nos. 


No 14 to 26 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
No. 3, Ay) Nos. 27 to 89 of Nick Carter Weekly, 


Nod & 
No.5, 


Nos. 40 to 52 of Nick Carter Weekly. 
Nos. 53. to 65 of Nick Carter Weekly. 


If vour Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


SEREET & SMITH, 238 William St, N. ¥. 


High Prices Are On Vacation ——_ 


THE MEDAL LIBRARY. 


A Money Saving Triumph. 
Oliver Optics Books for Cen Gents. 


There is a line of classics for youth—the books your fathers read—the books you want to read—the books the 
boys and girls will read and like as long as the English language endures. They have done more to shape the mind 
of American boys for the last fifty years than any others. We refer to the writings of Oliver Optic, Horatio Alger, 
Edward S. Ellis, J. G. Holland, Lieut. Lounsberry, Harry Castlemon, etc. These names are familiar wherever the 
American flag floats. 

Unfortunately, they have heretotore been procurable only in expensive binding at from $1.00 to $1.50 each. 
The average boy has not got $1.50 to throw away. Ten centsis nearer his price. We have made the ten cent book 
the leader with the elder readers. Now we are going to do the same thing for the boys, and give them their favorites 
in a form in every respect equal to our well-known Eagle and Magnet Libraries, at the uniform price of ten cents. 
Thousands of boys have asked us to issue this line. Thousands more are ready to buy it on sight. There is no line 

“jike if in the world. We can justly call it the Medal series, as every book will be a prize winner. It will contain no 
story that the boys have not approved as a “‘standard.”” They have bought them by thousands at $1.00 and up- 
wards, and now they can get them for TEN CENTS A COPY, 


. - . MEDAL LIBRARY... 


No. 1—The Boat Club, - - - - - Oliver Optic. 
No. 2—Cadet Kid Carey, - - - Lieut. Lionel Lounsberry. 
No, 3—All Aboard - - Oliver Optic. 
No. 4—Lieutenant Carey’s Luck, - - - Lieut. gonel Lounsberry. 


Others Equally Good to Follow 


7 


Order them at once. If you cannot get them send to us. Remember these are 12mo books, printed from new 
plates, with elegant covers, and are the “‘ real thing,” and only TEN CENTS A COPY. 


STREET & SMITH, Publishers 


Diamond Dick, Jr., Quarterly. 


The earlier issues of Diamond Dick, Jr. are now on sale in 
the form of Quarterlies, each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
tavorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra- 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors, The price is 60 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


= = NOW READY. 


No. 1, including Nos. 1 to 13 of Diamond Dick, Jr. 
No. 2, es Nos. 14 to 26 of Diamond Dick, Jr. 


No. 3, bt Nos. 27 to 39 of Diamond Dick, Jr. 
No. 4, ag Nos. 40 to 52 of Diamond Dick. Jr, 
No. 5, ae Nos. 58 to65 of Diamond Dick. Jr, 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies. remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N.Y. 


Tip Top Quarterly. 


The earlier issues of Tip Top Weekly are now on sale in the 
form of Quurterlies. each including 13 consecutive issues of this 
favorite weekly, together with the 13 original illuminated illustra- 
tions, and an elegant cover in colors. The price is 50 Cents per 
volume, for which sum they will be sent by mail post-paid to any 
address in the United States. 


= = NOW READY. = = 


Uh Nos. 1 to 13 of Tip Top Weekly. 
a Nos. 14 to 26 of Tip ‘Top Weekly. 
se 8. 27 to 39 of Tip Top Weekly, 
ss . 40 to 52 of Tip ‘Top Weekly, 
ae Nos, 53 to 65 of ‘Tip 'fop Weekly, 
ie 66 to 78 of ‘Tip ‘Top Wek 
At 9 to 91 of Tip Top Weekly. 
ae 2 to. 104 of Tip Top Weekly. 
ne . 105 to 117 of Tip Top Weekly. 


If your Newsdealer has not got the Quarterlies, remit direct to 
the publishers, 


STREET & SMITH, #38 William St., N. ¥. 


AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. 


Many people imagine that a photographer’s camera is a difficult 
machine to handle, and that the work isdirty and disagreeable, All 
thisisa mistake. Photography is a clean, light, and pleasant ac- 
complishment, within the reach of all, "he camera will prove a 
tried, reporter, and helper With a very inexpensive camera any 
boy or girl can now learn not only to take good pictures, but pictures 
that there is everywhere a demand for at remunerative prices, A 
complete guide to this fascinating art, entitled AMATKUR ManvuaL 
or PHOTOGRAI HY will hesent on receipt of ten cents. Address 

STREET & SMITH, #38 William =t., N. ¥, 


WRESTLING. 


History tells us that wrestling was the first form of athletic 
pastime. Without doubt itgives strength and firmness, combined 
with quickness und pliability, to the limbs, vigor to the body, 
coolness and discrimination to the head and elasticity to the tem. 
per, the whole forming an energetic combination of the greatest 
power tobe found in man. The book is entitled Prorkssorn 
MuLpoon’s WRESTLING. It is fully illustrated ang will be sent 
postpaid on receipt of ten cents. Address 

STREET & SMITH, 238 William St., N. Y. 


OUT-DOOR SPORTS. 


Complete instructions for playing many of the most popular out- 
ot-door games is found inthis book. The games are illustrated 


and very easily mastered. 
Price ten cents. Address 


STREET & SMITH, 238 William(<St., N. Y. ; 
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